THE  FIELD  OF OIL

said the wise woman, would surely send the demon packing.
No. It still clung to the child, until his face went black
and his eyes started from their sockets.

"What could the wretched father do next? He did
not visit the wise woman. She was obviously no good at
coping with this particular kind of demon. Instead, he
caught a wild monkey and teased it until it rushed angrily
to attack the baby. Even this did not frighten the demon
away.

" Tor me four*sorts^of men as types of weakness stand,
Since not a whit comes from the four:
The leech, the priest, star-wizard, and the sorcerer,
With drug, prayers, horoscope, and speed law.3 "

groaned Samiy, as he watched his baby's convulsions.

"One evening he visited the local tea house, bemoaning
his lot, when a friend put forward another suggestion.

" 'Know you not,' he said, 'that the best means of
killing a demon is to shoot it?'

" 'Alas, how can that be?' sorrowfully answered Samiy.
'No one here has a gun.'

" 'Listen to me,' replied his friend. 'Not three hours
since, a Feringhee from the Benzine Company passed on
his way for shootings, to kill pigs and ducks and geese.
He will surely help you.9

"Clutching at the ray of hope, Samiy found the English-
man, who, concealing his incredulity, good-naturedly agreed
to do his best. He had a look at the child to see if he could
prescribe something both medicinal and of appeal to the
demon superstition. Obviously the trouble was bronchial.
Demons are well known to dislike both heat and yellow.
So he advised the mother to rub the baby's chest with
mustard oil. Then, to satisfy Samiy, he fired a couple of
cartridges over the roof and went on his way.

"A month later he returned, and enquired after the
child.
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